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exception only brings the rule into more glaring prominence;
and too often the exception is in point of scenography (as Maurel
puts it) rather than of psychology: that is, the scene-painter and
costumier, stimulated by lavish managerial expenditure, think
out their part of the opera, whilst the principal singers and the
stage manager (if there is one) jog along in their old grooves.
Clearly, then, Maurel's appeal, granted that from a dramatic
critic it would be a mere knocking at an open door, is in the
opera-house a sort of Childe Roland's blast on the slughorn.

So much I have said to spare the feelings of the dramatic
critics. Now I may add privately to Maurel that average dramatic
criticism here is simply confusion made articulate, expressing the
critic's likes and dislikes unintelligently and therefore unsys-
tematically. It is all very well to say to Maurel, "Well, what then?
We knew all this before you were born." Suppose Maurel were
to produce a sheet of paper, in the manner of Mephistopheles
producing his bond, and to say, "In that case, oblige me by allot-
ting a hundred marks to Mr Beerbohm Tree, or any other actor
whom you have criticized, in such a manner as to shew the pro-
portion between his technical, his psychological, and his sceno-
graphic accomplishments; and append an estimate of the allow-
ance to be made for your idiosyncratic bias for or against him."
How many dramatic critics would be able to do more than ex-
claim piteously with Barnacle junior, "Look here: you have no
right to come this sort of move, you know"? If these gentlemen
as much as suspected the existence of half the things that I have
to pretend to know all about, and that Maurel has actually to do,
they would transpose their remarks a tone or so down at future
performances.

For my own part, I have no fault to find with the lecture,
except on a point of history. All that about the Dark Ages and
the barbarous Middle Ages is a modern hallucination, partly
pious, partly commercial. There never were any Dark Ages,
except in the imagination of the Blind Ages. Look at their
cathedrals and their houses; and then believe, if you can, that
they were less artistic than we who have achieved the terminus
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